GENEVA

the mantilla? Carmen's grandmother,, eh? [He sits on
the table edge', facing her^ on the right].

SHE, A murderess. Her dearest friend. She had to.
Horrible. Theyve shot her husband. She says she
will shoot me unless the League stops it.

HE. Grand! Fine!

SHE. Is that all you care? Well, look at my morn-
ing's work! Persecutions, revolutions, murders, all
sorts. The office has been full of people all the morn-
ing. We shant have it all to ourselves any more.

HE. No, baby; but I shall have some dough to
spend. I have been kicking my heels here for months
faking news for my people when there was no news.
And here you hand me a mouthful. What a scoop for
me, honey! You are a peach. [He kisses her].

Someone knocks at the door.

SHE. Shsh! Someone knocking.

They separate hastily^ he going to the stove and she
composing herself in her chair.

HE. Come in!  EntrezI Herein!

A gaitered English bishop enters. He is old^ softy
gentle and rather infirm.

THE BISHOP. Excuse me; but does anyone here
speak English?

HE [putting on all the style he is capable of] My native
language, my lord. Also this lady's. [Exchange of
bows']. Will you take a pew, my lord?

BISHOP [sitting] Thank you. Your stairs are some-
what trying to me: I am not so young as I was; and
they tell me I must be careful not to overstrain my
heart. The journey to Geneva is a terrible one for a
man of my years. Nothing but the gravest emergency

19